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WORK OF THE LORD

The Divine and the Maternal

Tributes Compared.

TEACHINGS FOR THE GENTLE

De. Talmadge Balieves We Should Think
of God a8 Our Mothar as Well =
Fathar—Maercy, Paneace, Love,

Bacomryy, Dee. 11.—RBav. Dr.
mage today, in selecting & subject for
bis permon, chose an sspect of the di-
vine character which s seidom consid-
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lghtuing that ssartles the child, aad the
father says, “My dear, that is God's
eye." Thore comes s peal of thunder,
and the father says, “My dear, that is
God's veice.” But the clouds go off the
sky, and the storm s gomg, and light
floods the heavens and floods the land-
seape, and the father forgets to say,
*That is God's smide.”
GUD A LOVDSG TEACHER.

The text of this worning bends with
great geotleness and love over all who
are prostrate o sin and troonble It
Hghts np with compassion. It melis
with teaderuess. [t breathes upon us
the hnsh of an ctornal fullaby, for it an-
moances Lhat Giod is our mother. *“As
one wigom bis mother comforteth, so
will 1 eomsfort yon.™

I remsrk, in the first place, that God
Bas & mother's simplicity of fostruction,
A father dows not know bow 0 texch a
ehild the A BC. Mon are not skillful
in the primary department, but a mother
has 8o much patience that she will tell o
obild for the Lendredth time the dif-
ference between F and G and botween
I and J. Bometimes it is by blocks;
sometimea by the womted work; some-

. times by the slate; sometimes Ly the
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book. Bhe thuas teachea the child and
has no awkwardoess of condescension i
. Bo God, onr Mother, stoops
down to our infantile minds,

Though we are told a thing a thonsand
times and we do not anderstand it, our
heavenly Mother goes on, line upon line,
upon precept, here & little and
& Htle. God bas boen teaching
somo of ns thirty yoars and some of us
yours ouo wurd of ono syllable, and
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- we do not know it yet—fmith, faith,

When we come to that word wye stum-

~ bie, we halt, we lose our place, we pro-

Rounes it wrong.

Still God's patience is not exhausted,
God, oor Mother, puts us in the school
of prosperity, sod the letters are in sun-
and we cannot spell them. God
in the school of adversity, and
are black, and we canoot speil
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the bideousness of & quarrel-
spirie, {nmtead of giving a lecture
subject she turns over s leaf
the child two boys In a wran-
¥, “Doea not that leok hor-
she wanta to teach ber child
awfulness of warahe turns over the
» book and shows the war charger,
hondisss trunks of bulchersd men,
wild, bloudshot eye of battle rolling
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Are e
ghewing the cud lazily in the san. The

 erchards are dropping the ripe pippine

Hute the lap of the farmer. The natural

- world that hes been busy all summer

‘.z now to be reating o great abun-

‘We look at the picture and say, “Thon
erownest the year with thy goodness, and
thy peths drop fatoess.™ Our family
gomes around the broakfast tabls. It

. hae boen a very cobl olght, but the chil-

i

are all bright becanss they siept
thick coveriets, and they are now
0 the warm blast of the open register,
sodl their make luxaries out of
Plainest fare, snd ws look et the pic-
R

t

¥

et sbout with the fish,
which bave just discovered their captiv-
iy, the mosmbankers sud the

sud gatbers the zood fish into the pail,
Bo says Christ, it shall be at the end of
the world, The bad be will cast away,
and the good be will keep. Another pic-
tare.

the road to Jericho. A traveler has bocn
fighting & robber. The robber stabbed
bim and knocked him down, Two min-

Does God, our Mother, want to set
forth what a foolish thing it is 10 go
away from the right, and bow glad di-

How s it done? By a picture. A good
father. Large farm with fat sheep and
oxen. Fine house with exquisits ward-
robe.  Discontented boy. Goes away.
Sharpers fleece him. Feeds hoga. Geta
homesick, Starta back. Seea an old
man rouning. It is father! The hand,
torn of the husks, getsa ring. The foot,
inflamed and bleeding, gets a sandal
The bare shoulder, showing through the
tatters, pets s robe” The stomach,
gnawing itself with hunger, gets a full
platter smoking with meat. The father
cannot eat for looking at the returned
adventurer. Tears running down the
face until they come to a smile—the
nighit dew melting into the moruing.

No work on the farm that day, for
when a bad boy repents and comes
back promising to do better, God knows
thag Is enough for one day, “And they
began to be merry.” Picture—*Prodigal
Son Retarned from the Wilderness,” So
Giod, our Mother, teaches us everything
by pictures. The sinner is o loat sheep,
Jesus is the bridegroom. The uscless
man & barren fig tree. The Gospelis a
groat supper.  Satan, a sower of tares
Truth, s mustard seed. That which we
could not have understood in the ab-
stract statement God, our Mother, pre-
senta to ua in this Bible album of pic-
tures, God engraved. Isnot the divine
maternity ever thus teacking ns?

I remark again that Giod has s moth-
er's favoritism. A father sometimes
shows a sort of favoritism. Hereisa
boy—atrong, well, of high forehead and
quick intellect. The father says, “I
will take that boy into my firm yet,” or,
{ “1 will give him the very best possibie
| edneation.” There are instances whers,
' for the culture of the one boy, all the

others have been robbed. A sad favor-
itism, but that is not the mother's favor-
te. [ will tell you her favorite,
|  Thers is a child who at two years of
age had a fall, He has never got over
it. The scarlet fever muffied his hear-
| ins. He is not what he once was. That
child bas caused the mother more anx-
jous nights than ail the other children.
It be coughs in the night she springs
ont of a sound sleep and goes to him.
The last thing she does when going ont
of the house is to give s charge in regard
to uim. The first thing on coming ih ia
to ask in regard to him,

a crown of gold on the bead of the grain.

»0h," says the fleld, *“now | know the
use of the plow, of the harrow, of the
heavy feot, of the shower and of the
enowstorm, [t is well encugh to be trod-
den sud trampled snd drowned sud
suowed under if in the end [ can yiedd

! such a glurious harvest,”  “Ile that go-
| et forth and weepsth, bearing precicus

ssed, shall donbtless come again with re-
jolcing, bringing bis shesves with him."”
THREUUGH GREAT TREIBULATION,

When | see God especially busy in
troubling and trying & Christian, I know
that out of that Christian's character
there is to come some especial good, A
quarryman goes down into the excava-
tion, snd with strong handed machinery

ghores into the rock. The rock eays,

“What do yon do that for? He puis
powdor in; he lights a fuse. There is a
thundering crash. The rock says, “Why,
the whole mountain is going to pieces.”
The crowbar is plunged; the rock is
dragged out. After awhile it is taken
into the artist’s studio. It says, “Well,
now I have got to & good, warm, com-
fortabls place at last.”

But the sculptor takes the chisel and
mallet, and be digs for the eyes, and he
cuts for the mouth, and he bores for the
ear, and he rubs it with sandpaper, un-
til the rock says, “When will this tor-
ture be ended?”” A sheet is thrown over
it. Itstands in darkness. Afier awhile
it is taken out., The covering is re-
moved. Itstands in the sunlight, in the
presence of ten thousand applauding
people, as they greet the statue of tie
poet, or the prince, or the congueror,

“Ah.," says the stone, “*now I under-
stand it, I am a great deal better off
now standing as & statue of a congueror
than I would have been down in the
quarry.” So God finds » man down iu
the quarry of ignorance and sin. How
to get him up? He munst be bored and
blasted and chiseled and scoured and
stand sometimes in the darkness.

But after awhile the mantle of afflic-
tion will fall off, and his soul will be
greeted by the ome hundred and forty-
four thousand and the thousands of
thousands as more than conquercr.
Ok, my friends, God, our Mother, is just
as kind in our afilictions as in our pros
perities. God never tofichesns but for
our good., 1f a tield elean and cultured
is better off than a barren field, and if
stone that has become a statue is better
off than the marble in the guarry, they
that soul that God chastens may be s
favorite,

Oh, the rocking of the soul is not the
rocking of mn earthguake, but the rock-
ing of God's cradle.  **As one whom his
mother comforteth, so will 1 comfort
you.” [ have been told that the peari in
an oyster is merely the result of a wound
or a sickness inflicted wpon it, and I do
not know but that the brightest gewms of
heaven will ba found to have been the
wounds of earth kindled into the jeweled
brightnesa of eternal glory.

1 remark that God bas a mother's ca-
pacity for attending to little hurta. The
father is shocked at the broken bone of
the child or at the sickness that seta the
crudle on fire with fever, but it takes
the mother to sympathize with all the
little nilments and little bLruises of the
child, If the child have a splinter in its
hand it wants the mother to take it cut
and not the futher. The father says,
“Oh, that is nothibg,” but the mother
knows it is something, and that a little
hurt sometimes is very great, Bo with
God, our Mother; all our annoyances are
important enough to look at and symps-
thize with.,

Nothing with God s something, There
are no ciphers in God's arithmetic. And
if we were only good enough of sight
we could see a8 much through a micro-
scope as through s telescope. Those
things that may be palpable and infini-
teximal to ns may be pronounced and in-

Why, the children of the family sil
know that he is the favorite and say:
“Mother, you let him do jnst as he
pleases, and you give him a great many
things which you do not give us, He in

our favorite.” The mother siniles; she

there is any one in the world that needs
sympathy mure than another it is an in-
valid child, weary on the first mile of
life’s journey—ecarrying an aching head,
& weak aide, an irritated lang, So the
mother ought to make him a favorite,
God, onr Mother, has favorites. * Whom
the Lord loveth he chasteneth™—that
i, vne whom he especially loves be chas-
teneth,

dod loves us all, but is there one
waak and sick and sore and wounded
and suffering and fain®? That is the
one who llss nearest and more perpetual-
Iy on the grest loving heart of God.
Whr, it never congha bmt our Mother—
CGiod —hears it. It never stirs a weary
limb in the bad but onr Mother—God—
knows of it, There is no such a watcher |
as (hxl.  The bast nurse may be over- |
barne by fatigue and fall salesp in the
chair; bmt God, onr Mother, after being
np & year of nights with & saffering
hild, aever slumbars nor sleepa,

[ THE FURNACE OF AFFLICTION.

“0h,” says one, ‘1 cannot anderstand
all that abont affliction!” A refiner of
silver once explained it to & Christian
lady. 1 put the silver in the fire, and |
keep refining it and trying it il [ can
sea my face in it, and 1 then take it ont.”
Just so it is that God keeps his dear
children in the furnace till the divine
image may be seen in them; then they
are taken oni of she “Weall " sayn
way that (34
& favorise

Thero i 8 barren fisld on an astumn
day just wanting to be let alone, Thers
i a hang at the bare and & eattie of
whiffletress snd clevises. The Seld mvs,
“What s the farmer going o do with
me now?  The farmer puts the plow in
tha ground. shouts i the borses, the
enlwr gues fearing through the sod,
sl the fartow resches from femen fo
fenen  Next day theres iz p bang st fha
Bars and & rattis of whifletress again.
The fieid says, | wonder what the farn-
e a peing o B0 ww?™ The farmer
hitekhos the horssa o ths harrow, amd it
mm and tearing across the

Next dag there i & rattie a3 Wbe bare

nows it is so,  So he ought to be, for if |

finite to God. A mathematical point is
defined ma bhaving po parts, no magni-
tade, It is so small you cannot imagine
it, and yet & mathematical poiot may be
a starting point for a great eternity.
God’s surveyors carry a very long chain.
A scale must be very delicate that can
weigh a grain, but God's seals is so deli-
eate that he can weigh with it that which
s 50 small that & gruin fs a million times
heavier.

When John Kitto,a poor boy on a
back strest of Plymouth, cut bis foot
with a piece of glass, God bound it up so
snccessfully that he became the grear
Christisn geographer and a commenta-
tor known among all ations, 8o every
wound of thesounl, however insiguificant,
Gud is willing to bind up, As st the
first cry of the child the mother rushes
to kiss the wonnd, so God, our Mother,
takes the ssuallest wound of the heart
aud presses it to the Jips of divine sym.-
pathy. “‘As one whom his mother cons-
forteth, so will I comfort you.”

DIVISE AND MOTHERLY PATIENCE.

I remark further that God bas s moth-
er's patience fur the erring. I one does
wrong first his- associates in life cast
him off; if he ghes on in the wrong way
his business pariner casts him off; if he
gues on bis best friends cast him off—
his father caste hitn off, But after all
others have cast him off, where doos be
go?! Who holds mo grudge and forgives
the lnst time as well as the first? Whe
sits by the murderer’s connsel all
through the long trial? Who tarries
the longest at the windows of & culprit's
eeli? ' Whe, when all others think iil of
A man, keeps on thinking well of him?
it is his mother. God bless her gray
hairs if she be still alive, and bless hor
grave if she be gome! And biess the
rocking chair in which she nsed to =it
and bless the cradle that she nsed to
roek, and bless the Bible she used to
rrmail!

B0 God, onr Mother, has patience for
all the erring. Aflereverybody eles hiae
east & man off God, our Mother, comen

o the rescae. Gl lemps to take charge |

of & bad cawe, After sll the other doe-
ors Lave got through the heavesly
Physician comes in  Homan saympathy
St snch a time doea not amonnt o moeh,
Even the sympathy of the charch. { am
MY to say, often doss potl smount to
mmeh. | have sevn the most harvh amld
bitter trestment on the part of thoee who
profsssad faith in Christ towand thoes

Whe wery worsring sod erpieg.  Thar
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ricd On the wendeter sarcasm and bil-
Unssgate and curicature, and they tried
titile attle. There was 0o fhing they
Lid ot try, sud thss was Dorgiveusss,

A soldier in Englasd wes brouglt by
& seTgwRnt tothe colonel.  ““What,” saye
the colunel, “bringing the wan here
sainl W have tried overything with
him™  “Oh, po,™ says the sergeant;
“there is one thing you bave not tried
I would like you to wy that” “What is
‘Worgiveuses." The cas had not gooe
8o far bug that it wight @ o that tarn,
and 80 the colopel sald: *Well, young
man, yoa have done =0 and so. What is
your excuse? <] Lave no excuse, but 1
MU very sorry,” said the man,

“We hsve pusde up our munds to for-
give you,” suid the colonel The teurs
started.  He had never oot socosted in
that way Before. His life wus reformed,
and that was the starting point for a
mnﬁly Christian life. O church of

. quit your sarcasm when s man
fulls! Quit your irony, quit your tittle
tattie, aud try forgiveness. God, your
Mother, tries it all the time. A man's
sin way be like a cootinent, but God's
forgiveness is lko the Atlantic and Pa-
vific oceans, bounding it on buth sides.

THE DIVINE HAND,

The Bible often talks about God's
band. I wonder how it looks. You re
member distinctly how your mother's
band looked, though thirty yeara it
withered away. It was different
your father's hand, When you were to
be chastised you had rather have mother
punish you than father. It did not bure
80 much. And father's hand wad dif-
ferent from mother's, partly becaunse it
had outdoor toil, and partly because
God intended it to be different. The
kunckles were more firmly set, and the
palm was ealloused.

But mother’s hand was more delicate,
There were blue veins running through
the back of it. Though the fingers, some
of them, were picked with a needle, the
palm of it was soft. Ob. it was very
soft! Was there ever u gy sultice like
that to take pain out vi » wound? o
(God's hand is a mother's hand. What 1t
touches it heals. [If it smite you it does
not hurt asif it were another hand, Oh,
you poor wandering soul in gin, it is not
a bailiff’s hand that seizes you today! It
is not & bard haud. [tis uot an unsym-
pathetic hand. It is not a cold band. It
is not un enemy’s hand. No. It is a
gentle bhand, a loving hand, & sympa-
thetic hand, a soft hand, & mother's
hand, **As one whom his mother com-
forteth, so will 1 corufort you."

I want to say finally that God has &
mother's way of purting a child to sleep
You know there 1s no cradle song like o
mother's, After the excitement of the
evening it is slmost impossible to get the
child to sleep, If the rocking chair stop
s moment the eyen are wide open; but
the motber's patience and the mother's
soothing wauner keep on until after
awhile the angel of slumber puts his
wing over the pillow. Well, my dear
_brothers and sistery in Christ, the time
will come when we will be wanting to
bo put to sleep, The day of our life will
be dove, and the shadows of the night of
death will be gathering sround us
Then we want God to soothe us, to hush
us to sleep,

Let the music at our going not be the
dirge of the organ, or the knell of the
church tower, or the drumming of a
“dead march,” but let it be the Lush of
8 mother's lullaby. Ohb, the cradle of the
grave will be soft with the pillow of all
the promises! When we are being rocked
into that last slumber I want this to be
the cradle song, **As one whom s mother
eomiorteth, so will I comfort you.”

Asleep in Jesus! Far from thee

Thy kindred nnd their graves may be;

Bat thine is still n blessed sleep
From which none ever wake to weep.

A Scotchman wusdying. His dsughter
Nellie sat by the bedside, It was Sun-
day evening, and the bell of the charch
was ringing, calling the people to
church. The good old man, in his dying
dream, thought that he was on the way
to church, as he nsed to be when he
went in the sleigh across the river, and
as the evening bell struck up in his
dying dresin ho thought it was the call
to church.

He said, "“Hark, children, the bells are
ringing; we shall be late; we must make
the mare step out gnick!” He shivered,
and then said: *‘Pull the buffalo robe up
closer, my lass! It is cold crossing the
river, but we will soon be there, Nellie;
we will soon be there.,” And bhe smiled
and raid, “*Just there now.” No wonder
he emiled. The good old man had got
to church. Not the old eountry ohurch,
but the temple in the skies. Just across
the river. How comfortably did Ged
hush that old man to sleep! As one
whom his mother comforteth, so God
comforted him.

Floating & Scheme.

Over a table in room No. 1 of the
Astor Honse, where so many political
schemes have been hatched, [ had a long
talk with Mr. Davies, the premier of
British Columbia. He was here osten-
sibly in the interests of his government,
but & certain railrond scheme also ocen-
pivd & good deal of his attention and
time, The scheme is to use Hudson bay
a8 a waterway by building & railroad
from each of ita shores respectively to
the Atlautic and Pacific coasts, and
thus save wmany miles of constrnetion.
He drew imuginary lines on the table
tnd mapped it all out so that any one
conld see with half an eye that it was
not only s good but a great thing., And
yet good, great wnd sure, as he told me
everybody admitted it to be, he ruid
that New York finsnciers had advised
him to float the stock in the English
market. Heseomed to think that money
wais & rather searcs article in New York.
Is beright or wrong? — New York Herald

RATCHED TEN MONTH®

‘ A troublesome skin dises
eauswl me to seratoh for &
montha, and has been .
by & fow days' nse of

M. I Woury, Upper Mariboro, Md

| oy |
- mrvhjecmc

1,08 cmirnd sevegal yenrn sge of white eoeiiing

tow ey e by wsing et hare had no
irmptote of turn of s dis
. Maaxr rrominent pe attended v

s Al falled, But 8 8 2 2] the wark
Pari . Keararae-x, Joluson Clty, Tesm.

Treatizs o Flocd aad Skin Dis-

4 Child Eujoys
The plensant flaver. geotie acton and
southing «fect of Syrap [ Figs, when
1w Beed of & luxstive, sod if (e [ather
er wother be cuslive or txlious, the
wioat grauly results follow e use;
oo Ahat it » beat family remedy
t.,:ol.. and every lamuy sbouald baves

ttle.

Nr. J. F. Blaize, an extensve real s
tute dealer o Des Moines, lows, par.
rowly escaped one of Lhe e verest sl
1acks of pueumonia while ia e north-
ern part of the state dunug & recent
blizdArd, says the Satarday Review,
Mr. Blaize had occasion 10 drive sev.
eral miles duiing the slors and was so
thoroughily chilled that he was unable
w0 get waran, sud  mmde of an bour
}:lkr bis teturn he was Lbreatensd with
8 severe case of pusnmonis or lung
fever. Mr. Bisize sent 10 the neareal
drug store and got 8 botide of Cham.
beriain’'s Cough Remedy, of which he
oad often heard, and I.ook & number
of large doses. He says the eflect was
wonderful, and i & short LUme he was
breathing quite easnily. He kept on
taking the medioine, and the next day
was ablo 10 come t0  Des Moines. Mr,
Elnize regarde his cure as simply woa-
derful. Forsale by F. J. Wursburg,
druggist, 38 Mooroe streel,

DO YOU”
COUCGH

DON'T DELAY

Do you ] Root
Drink Beer?

SO0LD AND ENJOYED EVERYWHERR

Prepared with scruprlous care,
award at allPureFmd&;mm lmwld
ackage makes two large
plmiutians—md insist on haviag the
y NONE SUCH brand. '
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SPROUL & M<GURRIN.

Plumbing, Steam= Hot Water Heating

HOT AIR FURNACES,
MABTELS, GRATES AND TILING, GAS AND ELECTRIC FIXTURES

- ETC, BIC, ETG

Bea Diswond Fose and othordradda. Waler and fewsr Connertions
Fostour Fliters which kill all microbes and gorme and make Woter abse .. .cyra srmw
&tely pure. Dougias’ lustantanecus Waler Neater, desigued jor Bath rwonr
Whol-sae «nd Hetatl Dealors in Fiumbers’ Bupplien

184 East Fulton St, (Telephone 147)
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AND 0Offices, 23 Congress st., near Wood ward ave.
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